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level, and about four hundred above the desert on the west,
which would thus be itself about a thousand feet higher than
the coast. Their sides are often eaten out into caverns, and
their whole look is fanciful and desolate in the extreme.

It was now three days and a half since our last supply of
water, and Aboo-'Eysa was anxious to reach the journey's end
without delay. Similar reasons had acted no less powerfully on
El-Ghannam and his companions, who by dint of forced marches
here overtook us; we all made peace, and pushed on together
over hills that shone like gold in the rich mellow rays of the
setting sun. As darkness closed around we reached the further-
most heights. Hence we overlooked the plains of Ilasa, but
could distinguish nothing through the deceptive rays of the
rising moon; we seemed to gaze into a vast milky ocean.
After an hour's halt for supper, we wandered on, now up, now
down, over pass and crag, till a long corkscrew descent down
the precipitous sea-side of the mountain for a thousand feet or
near it, placed us fairly upon the low level of BEasa, and within
the warm damp air of the sea-coast

The ground glimmered white to the moon, and gave a firm
footing to our dromedaries, who by their renewed agility seemed
to partake in the joy of their riders, and to understand that rest
was near. We were, in fact, all so eager to find ourselves at
honie and homestead, that although the town of Hofhoof, our
destined goal, was yet full fifteen miles to the north-east, we
pressed on for the capital And there, in fact, we should have
all arrived in a body before day-dawn, had not a singular occur-
rence retarded by far the greater number of our companions.

Soon after, the crags in our rear had shut out, perhaps for
years, perhaps for ever, the desert and Central Arabia from our
view, while before and around us lay the indistinct undulations
and uncertain breaks of the great Hasa plain, when on a sloping
bank at a short distance in front we discerned certain large
black patches, in strong contrast with the white glister of the soil
around, and at the same time our attention was attracted by a
strange whizzing like that of a flight of hornets, close along the
ground, while our dromedaries capered and started as though
struck with sudden insanity. The cause of all this was a vast
swarm of locusts, here alighted in their northerly wanderings
from their birthplace in the Dahna; their camp extended far